The mojl Lament Able T ragedie 

There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfel 

K(jtr. Weeping and wailing oaerTiba/ts corfe. 

Will you goe to them: 1 will bring you thither. 

In. Wafh they his wounds with teares; mine fhall be fpent, 
When theirs are drie, for 'Romeos banifhment. 

Take vp thofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and 1 for Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed,. 

But I a maide, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe. He to my wedding bed. 

And death not owe*, take my maiden head. 

T^ur. Hie to your chamber, lie find Rome* 

To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be hearc at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

In. O find him, giuc this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his laft farewell. 

' Exit . 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Tri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearefull man, 
Affliction is cnamord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes tioomc ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know not ? 

Fri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companic? 

I bring thee tydings ofthePrinces doome. 

R a , what lefle then Doomefday is the Princes doome ? 
Fri. A gentler mdgement vanilht from his lips, 

Hot bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Ro. Ha, banifhment? be mercifull, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Much more then death, doc not fav ban- fhment. 

Fri. Here from Vtrona art thou banifhed ; 
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of Romeo And Iuliet. 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro There is no world without Verona walles, 

Rut purgatory, torture, hell it fclfe : 

Hence banifhed, is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 

Is death miftearm'd , calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne, O rude vmhankefulnefTe, 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufht afide the Law, 

And turn d that blacke word death to banifhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feed it not. 

Ro. ’Tis torture and not mercie, Hcaucn is here 
Where lulict Hues and euery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moule, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Hcaucn and may looke on her. 

But jRfWfamay nor. More validitie. 

More honourable Hate, more court (hip Hues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare luliets hand. 

And fteale immortall blcffing from her lips. 

Who euen in pure and Veftallmodefty, 

Still blufh, as thinking their owne kiffes finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this mud flye: 

And fay ft thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doc this, but I from this mull flyc : 

They are freemen, burl am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poy fon mixt no fharpe ground Knife 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo mcane. 
But banifhed to kill me : Banifhed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine, a ghoftly Confeflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banifhed? 
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